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Leon Herald 

For this hour we have been waiting, 

The hour of our culmination. 

Brother, you were betrothed when you were born." 

Then they danced alone to the garden 

To gather star-daisies. 

Now comes the lady of my heart 

In her purple-bordered, lightning-colored gown. 

The maiden Day, in whom I breathe, comes 

With the sun-bouquet at her breast; 

Led by my sister-dreams, the maids of honor. 

And Life, the best man, leads me to her. 

The pagan musicians Ocean and Wind! 

Ocean the pianist, with jeweled and manicured fingers, 

Thunders and pounds the wide-ranged key-board of the 

shore; 
And the Wind, with hair unbound, 
Holding the violin-woods under her chin, 
Thrills my bride and her maids of honor, 
And Life my best man, 
And me. 



IN YOUR EYES 

To M. H. 



Never before did I dare 
To look in your eyes. 
To see one's self 
In love's mystic eyes 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Is leading 

Life in Paradise. 

(Creator dreamed 

And looked deep in space. 

Then Being, the grace of His dream, 

Began to evolve. 

Thus He became famous, 

And God is His name.) 

When the light from my eyes 

Falls in yours, 

Immortal songs will take course — 

Tuneful songs, the grace of my dreams. 
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TRIAD 

In the church of St. Pierre, August, 1918 

Old music wove its beauty through each word 
Which echoed from the chancel down the nave. 

Old beauty of fled twilights stained each beam, 
Carved like the fingers of some soul in prayer. 

A woman veiled in black knelt on the stone, 
The beauty of old suffering on her face. 

Arthur H. Nethercot 
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